THE HOME-MADE SUIT OF CLOTHES

arranged, although I had no skill at boxing,
and was too short-legged, like most Welsh-
men, for a fast foot race. Babe had me up
against a real problem.

"Come on over the line/' he said.

Sharon was near the Ohio border and it was
customary to go across the state line to fight,
so that on returning the local peace officers
would have no jurisdiction. We started for the
battle ground. Babe had never been whipped;
he always chose younger opponents. He was
a good gouger, and had marked up most of
the boys on the "flats" as we called the low-
lands where the poorer working people lived.
A gouger is one who stabs with his thumb.
When he gets his sharp thumb-nail into the
victim's eye, the fight is over. Biting and
kicking were his second lines of attack,

As we walked along I was depressed by the
thought that I was badly outclassed. There
was only one thing in my favor. I hated
Babe Durgon with a bitter loathing that I had
been suppressing for years. It all went back
to the summer of 1884 when I was eleven
years old. Times were hard, and the mill was
"down." Father had gone to Pittsburgh to
look for work. I was scouring the town of
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